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took his part, with respect to all those lies and abominations.

Neither can his conflict with the Catholic Church have
induced him to regard the flesh and blood of his fellow-
men invested with priestly functions as the incorporation of
Christianity. During that contest he was wont to exclaim,
" What do these gentlemen mean by * the Church ? *
Doubtless, nothing more than a totality of priests, their
rights and their pretensions !n

In the foregoing paragraphs, I have endeavoured to
propound my theme with lucidity, but, as I feel, insufficiently                       I

so.    In this man of genius and hero, whom we all honour,                       I

there are mysterious depths which our understanding cannot
plumb, and for which perhaps even he may be at a loss to                       i

account to himself, clearly and sufficiently. Talking to us
once at Versailles about his sleepless nights, he observed :
"I would sleep if I could; but something keeps me                      i

thinking and speculating all the time." What that some-
thing was that forced him to think, against his will, remains
unexplained. One may guess at it, but ever doubtfully.
Whatever one may discover, there always remains an
inexplicable residue; and the results of investigation
reveal themselves as mere glimpses of colour and form, seen
through a veil; the truth, but not the whole truth. Those
persons with whom the Prince is in daily intercourse could
get nearer to the whole truth than we can, had they the
disposition or aptitude to do so. Possibly the residue
alluded to is something very simple, as plain as the answer
to many a riddle. It is otherwise with that which must be
mentioned ere this chapter come to a close.

Even the greatest intelligences are susceptible to some-
thing besides religious belief that enlightened people are
accustomed to designate as "superstition/* and which,
although only partially the offspring of Christianity, gene-